THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

sidelong towards us. I caught his eye. He at once
turned, came trotting up, and put his nose into my
pocket, where there was neither carrot nor sugar. "This
is the one I must have/' I said. "Well/3 replied the
owner, "I didn't think I'd let him go, but you can have
him." He had been in the Scots Greys; nobody knew
what his original name was, so they called him "Grand-
father"; he could still jump, was hacked about a bit by
bank-managers' wives, and occasionally had a day out
with the Old Berkeley and enjoyed it. But for some
years he had always slept at home.

I looked at the horse; he looked back at me with the
intelligence of one of Swift's Houhnhyms; intelligent co-
operation seemed to be promised; and it was arranged
that he should come to me three days before I was to
start in order that I, who had not been on a horse for
fifteen years, should get used to him. I took him out
for an hour each day, and his set convictions were soon
revealed. He was quite all right if he was going towards
his home, and, with a sigh, could be urged to go along
a road which led away from it. But as soon as there was
a turning which led back to his quarters he stopped dead,
peered round in enquiry, and only proceeded when
lustily jabbed in the ribs by my spurless heels.

I rode him for a week or so. I left Chesham on the
first hot day of the first hot week of the year; and, as
long as it lasted, for all his propensity to be as faithful
to his home as the magnet to the pole, and to fight his
martingale, it was enjoyable. The road, that first day,
was too heavily metalled for anything but a walk or an
occasional jog-trot; that I did not mind, as I was seeing
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